l6B                            LONDON   RIVER

The old man sat down at a corner of the table,
stooped, and in one handful abruptly hauled the
cat off the rug, laying its unresisting body across
his knees, and rubbing its ribs with a hand that
half covered it.    He did not appear to have heard
what he had been told.    He did not look at her,
but talked gravely to the fire.    " I met Dennison
to-day/' he said, as if speaking aloud to himself,
in surprise at meeting Dennison.    " Years since
I   saw   him,"   he   continued,   turning   to  me.
" Where was it now, where was it ?    Must have
been Canton River, the year he lost his ship.
Extraordinary to find Dennison still afloat.    Not
many of those men about now.    You can go the
length of the Dock Road to-day and see nothing
and meet nobody."

He looked again into the flames, fixedly, as
though what he really wanted was only to be
found in them. His wife was at his elbow. She,
too, was watching them still with his coat over her
arm. She spoke aloud, though more to herself than
to us. " She seemed such a nice little woman,
too. I couldn't see the badge on his cap."

" Eh ? " said the old man, throwing the cat
back to the floor and rounding to his wife, " what's